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Chapter One 


Never. Not one time in my life had | ever felt anything for the opposite sex. It was odd. Sure, there were 
beautiful girls everywhere, but | had never felt attracted to them. | had never wanted them. Not to kiss, not 
to touch. My mind would always drift away from the unimportant thoughts. 


| had never told anyone. Maybe | was scared, maybe | was ashamed. | had thought at times of telling my 
friend, Sean, but | knew he couldn't relate. He has had so many girlfriends in the past | had lost count of them. 


All | could ever think about was being with the same sex. | had never once fell in love with a man, but | did 
catch feelings for a few. However, not once in history had a man ever loved another man. It was wrong; it was 


a sin. 
| was sitting at the kitchen table, filling out some applications for a new job when there was a knock at the 
door. Before | could even get up to answer it, Sean came rushing in. By looking at him, | could tell he was 


stressed about something, and he even looked as if he had been crying. 


"Sean, what's wrong?" | asked. 


"Jerry, man, | dont know what to do." He said, pacing back and forth over the floor. 
"What do you mean?" | asked. He sat in front of me at the kitchen table. 

"My grandmother, she just passed away." He announced 

"Oh, Im sorry.” 


"That's not just it. See, she had this kid. Layne, or something, that she was taking care of. Now that's she gone, 


he'll probably end up in an adoption center somewhere.” 
"So you take him in" | suggested 

He shook his head. "Jerry, | can't | mean, I'm still fucking living with my parents. But you. You could!" 
"What? Me? Sean, | don't know, man’ 

| shook my head at him. That was one big responsibility | didn't know if | could handle or not 


"Jerry, please. He's like seventeen. He can't be that bad. And in just a few months he'll be eighteen, and he can 


move out. Please, Jerry, do this for me. He'll keep you company.” 
| bit my lip. "I don't know, man. What about my job? I'm busy, and-" 


"Take him with you. He'll have to attend school anyway. Besides, you're thinking of quitting anyway. Come on, 


Jerry, you're the only person | can turn to." 
| shrugged. "What about Mike?" 


He rolled his eyes. "You know how Mike is, Jerry. He's probably the last person I'd ask. Please, Jerry. Please, 


please, please." 


He was beginning to plead with me. In his eyes, | could see so much desperation Fuck me for being too soft 


hearted, but | just couldn't turn down the favor my friend was asking me for. 
| sighed. “Alright, fine. I'll take him in since it means so much to you." 


Sean jumped out of his seat at that. Throwing his arms around me, he pulled me into a bone crushing hug, and 


thanked me over and over again until | had told him he was going to squeeze the life out of me. 
"You won't regret this, Jerry. | promise." He said, a big smile on his face. 


"When do | need to pick him up?" | asked. Sean shrugged. 


"| don't know yet. I'll get some details and call you later. Seems like you're kinda busy, anyway. Have you even 
started grading these papers?" Sean asked, looking through piles of work on the table. 


| shook my head, "Nope, but | guess | should be getting to it" 

He nodded "Yeah, lIl let you get to it. Again, thanks, man. You don't know how much | appreciate this" 
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"Mr. Cantrell, | never received my test back’ 


| looked up from my desk to see Kurt standing in front of me. He spoke so softly | could hardly even 
understand what he was saying. Clearing my throat, | dropped my pen and smiled at him. 


| haven't got them graded yet. l'm still working on it. Just get back to your work and I'll have it back to you 


soon, okay?" 
He nodded his head. "Alright." 


Sighing, | leaned back into my chair. | couldn't believe | had let my parents talk me into getting a job as a 
teacher. It was the worst mistake of my life. Sure, maybe it wasn't all that bad, but it wasn't cut out for me. 


The bell finally rang, and all the students got up from their desk. Two classes left, then an hour long teachers 
meeting, then | could finally get out of what the students call a hellhole. 


The last two classes went by fairly. However, the meeting seemed to go on and on forever. | had mostly zoned 
out, especially when the principal over the school began to complain about student's behavior, and about how 
us teachers needed to guard them more. Skipping classes was definitely becoming an issue, but what was | 


suppose to do? Follow the students around to make sure they go to their classes? 


After getting home, | had finally graded the rest of the test papers for the students. Next, | checked the 


telephone. | had received five missed calls from Sean, who had left a message with every call. 
"Jerry, you there? Pick up the damn phone.” 

"Hello? Jerry?" 

"Give me a call back" 

"Okay, | know you're home by now. Stop ignoring me." 


"Jerry, | have news about Layne. Give me a call as soon as you get this message." 


| picked up the phone to call him, but before | could | found the phone ringing in my hand. Of course, it was 
none other than Sean again. 


"Hello?" 

"Jerry! Finally. What's up?" 

"Nothing. What's up with you?" 

"So, | talked to some people, and you should be able to pick Layne up Saturday morning. 
"Saturday? | can't. | have another fucking meeting | have to go to." 

"So call in" 

"Sean, |" 


‘Saturday morning at ten, Jerry. Don't be late. See you." Sean rushed before hanging up the phone. Playing 
rolling my eyes, | hung up the phore. 


‘Saturday morning at ten" | repeated to myself. 


Only two days away. 


Chapter Two 


Saturday came a lot quicker than | thought it would. Pretending to be coming down with the flu, | called into 
work, saying | wouldn't be able to attend the meeting. 


| was on my way to pick up Layne, who was suppose to be at Sean's house already. Outside the house, there 
were beer cans all over the yard. | was surprised Sean's parents hadn't threw him out yet. 


| got out of the car, and made my way to the front door. Now | was starting to have second thoughts. Maybe 
taking this guy in wasn't the best choice, but | guess it was too late to turn back now. 


Before | could even knock, Sean opened the door, a big grin finding its way on his face. He pulled me inside, and 


closed the door behind me. 

Sitting on the couch, was perhaps the most beautiful man | had ever laid my eyes on. His hair was in a mess 
of dreadlocks, his eyes shining blue, and a smile little smile on his face. His lips; so pink and plumb. | could just 
kiss him all day. Pale, porcelain skin; so gentle and soft. | could just reach out and touch him. 


‘Jerry, this is Layne, Layne this is Jerry." Sean introduced us. | blinked, and cleared my throat. 


"Uh, hi, Layne." | said | held my hand out to him. He stood up from his spot on the couch, took my hand, and 


gave me a firm handshake. 
"Hi, Jerry." He responded. He was soft spoken, or maybe he was just shy around new people. 
"Ill load up the car." Sean said before he walked out, leaving the two of us alone in silence. 


| couldn't keep my eyes off him. He was so lovely. Very rarely did | see a man | couldn't take my eyes off of, 


but he was definitely the top of the list. | would give anything to have a taste of his lips. 

"So. Uh, where exactly do you live?" He asked, breaking the silence, and breaking me out of my thoughts 
"Hts only about twenty minutes away from here," | informed him. "What do you think of Seattle?" 

He smiled. "I like it, actually. I's.. peaceful. | like it better than Kirkland” 

"Well, that's good. Il-" 


‘Car is all packed up, Jerry. You're ready to go." Sean said as he came through the front door, interrupting our 


conversation. 


"Well, you ready to go?" | asked Layne. He took in a deep breath, and slowly let it out before nodding his head. 


He smiled. "Yeah, I'm ready." 


žk ORE ORK 


"So, yeah, this is my place," | said, "the kitchen is right in there, you can get anything you want whenever you 


want. Upstairs is the bedrooms. Follow me and I'll show you." 

| led him upstairs. | couldn't keep the dirty thoughts out of my head. Us kissing, me carrying him up the stairs 
to my bedroom. His warm tongue in my mouth, his hands tugging at my shirt. Little moans and whines coming 
from his pretty lips. 

"Who's this?" Layne asked, pointing to a picture that hung on the wall 

Oh, that's just my parents," | told him, shrugging my shoulders. "I don't see them very much." 

"Why's that?" He asked softly, looking up at the picture. 

"Uh... work | guess. I'm pretty much busy all the time." 

"Ah. What do you do?" 

‘lm a teacher." | told him. 


"Sounds fun" He said, maybe being a little sarcastic. 


"Yeah, well, anyway, here's your room. Mines just across the hall, so if you need anything, you know where l'll 


be." 
He nodded his head. "Across the hall. Got it" 
"So, any questions?" 


He shook his head. "Not that | can think of. But, | do want to thank you, for keeping me. | really do appreciate 
ite 


"Well, its not problem." | said, giving him a smile. 
However, this may be a small problem. | honestly don't know how long | could go without putting my hands on 
him. He was so, so lovely. But | couldn't let him know. | had to keep my mind and hands off him. What would he 


think of another man touching him? 


"You can hit the shower if you'd like, and I'll go find something for dinner. What do you like?" 


He shrugged his shoulders. "Anything is fine with me." 
"Well, you get settled in, and come down when you're ready.” 
He nodded his head. "Will do." 
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It was a while before Layne had come down his shower and unpacking. He was dressed in pajamas now, and his 


hair slightly dripped with water. 


After dinner, | got back to my work at the table. Layne sat across from me, chewing on his last piece of pizza, 


watching me. 
"What're you writing?" 
"Just making out a study guide for next weeks exams." | said. 


"Are you going to be my teacher?" Layne asked. | had to remind myself not to get those dirty thoughts 
running through my head. 


"Are you a junior or a senior?" 

"A senior.” 

"Well, most likely. | do only teach seniors." 
"How is it?" He asked. 

"What?" 

"Being a teacher." 

| shrugged. "Could be worse." 

"Sounds boring to me." 


| laughed. "Well, it can be a bit boring sometimes." 


| looked up at him again. God, he was so beautiful. Especially when he was smiling that cute, innocent smile. | 


could almost feel my lips planting kisses over his cheekbones. | could almost feel my lips on his soft, pink lips. 


"What?" He asked, noticing that | was staring at him. | blinked, and looked back down at my papers. 
"Nothing. Just, uh.. | like your dreadlocks. They're cool." 
He laughed a little. "Well, thanks." 


| had seriously made the worst mistake of my life. 


Chapter Three 


Sunday was spent with long conversations between me and Layne. It was his idea of us getting to know each 
other better. We actually shared quite a few things in common, such as music. He loved to sing, and | loved to 


play guitar. 


Now, it was Monday morning, and we were on our way to school. | could tell Layne was nervous, especially 


when | saw that he was nibbling around on his fingernails. 

"You're going to be okay, you know." | told him. He sighed. 

"Yeah... l'm just a little nervous is all." 

"You don't need to be. The kids here, they aren't that bad" | assured him. 

"| just get nervous around people | don't know." He excused. 

"You'll be fine." | promised him, taking a quick glance at him and smiling. 

| picked up his schedule in the front office for him, and even showed him where the classrooms were before 
the bell had rang for first period. The day went on and on, and finally it was the last period of the day, which 
meant Layne would be in the class. 

| would be lying if | said | didn't watch him the whole class while he did his work. | didn't know what was going 
on with me, but | couldn't keep my eyes off him. He looked so small and fragile. | just wanted my hands on his 


body, feeling every inch of him. 


His lips, so pink and plumb. | craved a taste of them. | could almost feel his bottom lip between my teeth. | 


could almost hear a small whimper come from those pretty little lips of his. 


| had to snap myself out of it. | couldn't think like this. He was my student, | was his guardian, hell, he wasn't 
even a girl. | shouldn't be having these thoughts about him. It was so wrong, yet.. it almost felt right. 


But | couldn't stop the thoughts. They were only getting started. | began to imagine the bell ringing, and 


everyone leaving, except me and him of course. 
‘I've missed you," His voice was low and quiet. "| haven't stopped thinking about you all day, Jerry." 


His hand went to my jeans, squeezing at the bulge that was beginning to form. He was quick to drop to his 
knees, and get the belt unbuckled that hung around my hips. 


He pulled my cock out of my boxers, and held it in his hand. Long, slow, teasing flicks of the tongue only made 


my cock throb and ache even more. His big, blue, innocent staring up at me as he slid his warm tongue across 


the head of my cock 

"Fuck, come on, don't tease me." | breathed. 

He continued to stare up at me as his lips began to wrap around the head of my cock. Those pretty lips. And 
he slowly, ever so slowly, took my dick into his mouth. He slowly began to bob his head back and forth, but let 
it back out with a pop. 

"Don't stop, Layne." | pleaded. He giggled, a mischievous little giggle. 

"You don't like to be teased, hm?" He asked in a taunting tone. He knew damn well | didn't like it. 

My heart nearly jumped out of my chest when the bell rang. | blinked; snapping back into reality. My jeans 
were so uncomfortable, and | really hoped that Layne didn't notice now that we were the only two left in the 
classroom. 


"So, how was your day?" | asked. He shrugged his shoulders. 


"It wasn't too bad. | uh.. I'm ready to go home now though." He said quietly, twisting his pencil around between 
his fingers. 


"Well, yeah, me too. Come on, lets get going.” 
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"What do you think of him?" Sean asked. 


"He's nice." | told Sean. | could say a lot more, but | believed it was best to keep it to myself. After all, men 
didn't call over men beautiful. 


"See, he keeps good company. This wasn't such a bad idea after all, huh?" 
"| guess not," | replied. "Anyway, | have to go Sean | need a shower." 
"Alright, man. I'll see you later." He said, and then | hung up the phone. 


Sighing, | tossed the phone down on the bed. | was exhausted. | had so many papers to grade, but no way was | 
going to worry about them tonight. All | wanted to do right now was get lost under the warm water. 


However, | had completely forgot that Layne was in there. | had opened the door up on him, and he stood 
there, a towel wrapped halfway around his waist, but he quickly finished covered himself when he saw me. His 
body glistened from the water. He looked like some sort of god standing there. 


| was speechless, and | was stunned. | felt as if | was glued to the floor, and couldn't move. | couldn't take my 


eyes off him. Layne's cheeks were now a dark shade of red. 


His skin was pale, but a lovely shade. His body was so small, but shaped so beautifully. | almost reached out to 


touch him, but | fought the temptation. 


| backed up, and shut the door together before running back off into my room. | could feel my face heating up, 
and | began to wonder how long | had stared at him. 


Get yourself together, Jerry. You're his guardian. You can't think of him in such a way. Its wrong. It's so 


wrong... 


